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Author's Notes: 
A quick RP-inspired vignette written from two points of view. Chapter One written by nonnymouse; Chapter 
Two written by AfieldWithoutAName. (These had been posted separately, but they really belong together) 


“Think it'll leave a cool-looking scar?" 


"You're going to end up looking like Frankenstein's monster If you don't hold still," the doctor muttered. He sat 


next to the exam table, leaning over Stone and carefully stitching up the cut just above his eyebrow. 


The cute nurse standing at the head of the table was trying her best to hold him firmly with her hands on 
either side of his face. The top of his head rested against her stomach. He wanted to laugh at the thought of 


how many guys would love to be in this position whereas he just wanted to get to Nate. 


The adrenaline was starting to wear off, and Stone knew he'd be hurting soon - his head, his body, his pride. 
What really hurt, though, was the image of Nate's panicked face. He knew exactly why his boyfriend had been 


so scared and that he had caused it with his stupid, careless screw up. 


They had been having so much fun up until then Seeing Nate look so happy and carefree, and knowing that he 
had some part in that, made Stone feel amazing. They had to go down one more time, he had insisted and Nate 
hesitated only a second before making a show of rolling his eyes and acquiescing. Stone absolutely loved it when 
he could get Nate to give in to him. 

That's the last thing he remembered thinking before he felt himself lifted into the air. Logically, he knew he 
had been launched, but in his disorientation it had distinctly felt as though he was pulled from the earth. The 
next thing he remembered was a loud, red crash and the spray of snow from Nate's boots as he came to 
stand over him, his name spilling frantically from Nate's lips. 

"All done," the nurse announced, patting his cheek a little harder than she probably needed to. 

The doctor handed him a small mirror and left him with the nurse. Stone frowned as he surveyed the damage 
- or, more appropriately, the lack thereof. He could only imagine what kind of state Nate was in. All that panic 
and worry, and there was barely a scratch on his face. 

The nurse took the mirror and set it on the counter then picked up a completely normal-sized band-aid. 

"Oh come on," Stone whined. "At least make it look like all this fuss was worth something.” 

She pursed her lips and proceeded to place a large band-aid over the stitches. 

"Can | have an eye patch?" 


"Can | give you a reason to need one?" She did end up wrapping a bit of gauze around his forehead. 


He was not ready to deal with how horrible he felt for making Nate worry, so he decided to play it off. Stone 
hadn't expected Nate to find it amusing, but he hadn't really expected him to be pissed about it. 


By the time they got to the cabin, Stone couldn't take it anymore. "Don't be mad at me!" 
‘lm not mad, Stone. Just .| was terrified. What if something happened to you up there?" 


"IFs just a scratch, Nate." He gingerly touched a finger to the stitches and then winced. He gazed at Nate with 
sorry eyes, trying to let him know without words that he understood. 


When Nate finally settled next to him, Stone snuggled against him and busted out the puppy dog eyes. 
"Don't do that" 


"Nate," he said softly and pushed out his bottom lip. He wasn't pleading - yet, but he would if he had to. He 
needed Nate to hold him, to show him that he was forgiven. 


And Nate did. Stone fell asleep, warm and secure, with his head on Nate's lap. 


Nate 
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“Lets go to my Dad's cabin and go snowboarding, he said. ‘It'll be fun, he said," Nate muttered under his 


breath as he paced the waiting room. 


He was wringing his hands and grumbling and, frankly, making other people nervous. He had stripped off his own 
ski jacket and hat and gloves. They sat in a pile with Stone's in the nearby chair. 


They had been on the mountain nearly all day and, like a cliche’, decided on one more run as twilight grew 
closer. He should have stopped Stone. He knew it was getting too dark. But Nate was having so much fun, the 
most fun he'd had in a long time. Stone made him feel young and carefree again, made him feel like they could 


do anything. 


Nate had left those pesky thoughts behind as they roared down the mountain. He loved watching Stone. He'd 
stay behind him and watch as the younger man flew down the mountain. But this time, Nate looked beyond 
Stone as he edged toward the far side of the slope. Stone looked back at him, just a glance, just the flicker of 
a smile. Nate saw it first, a tiny little mound, but big enough to send Stone into the air. He came down 
tumbling into the rough brush. Thinking about it, it's a miracle he wasn't seriously injured. But when Nate 
caught up to him, he found Stone sprawled out on his back with blood all over his face and under his goggles. 


The double doors leading to the exam area opened and Nate whipped around to find Stone being wheeled out in 
a wheelchair, a bandage covering most of his face. He was holding his face and groaning. The nurse asked, "Who 
does this one belong to?" 

Nate hurried up to him and bent down on one knee. "Oh, god, Stone. How bad is it?" 


"Go away, Nate! l'm grotesque! Its so bad!" 


Nate looked from his boyfriend's bandaged face to the nurse, who rolled her eyes. He pursed his lips. "Really? 
Its that bad? What? Like eyeball hanging out of the socket bad?" 


Stone lifted his head and pulled the bandage off to reveal a small cut above his eyebrow which needed about 
eight or ten stitches to close. 


"Jerk" Nate mumbled. 


In the truck back to the cabin, Nate was quiet as he drove. 
"That was a mean joke?" Stone asked in a small voice. 

Nate shrugged 

ince 


Back at the cabin, Nate helped Stone slide out of the passenger seat and wound an arm around his back, helping 
him into the cabin. Still, he was quiet. 


"Don't be mad at mel” Stone whined as Nate settled him in front of the wood stove and then loaded it up, 
making the room bright with its glow. 


‘lm not mad, Stone. Just .| was terrified. What if something happened to you up there?" 
"IFs just a scratch, Nate." He gingerly touched a finger to the stitches and then winced. 
After Nate rounded up a bottle of Tylenol, a bottle of water, some snacks, and a cup of tea for himself, he 


tucked Stone under a blanket and sat down beside him. The younger man immediately moved to snuggle against 
Nate and give him those large, dark green eyes in a full-on pout. 


"Don't do that" 

"Nate" He worked those eyes and that jutted-out bottom lip like a pro. 

He sighed and wrapped an arm around Stone, pulling him closer. Nate gave his forehead a light kiss. "Brat" 
‘Injured brat!" 

"You said it's just a scratch." Nate finally gave a tiny smile. 


Stone squirmed about until he was curled in a ball with his head on Nate's thigh. He watched the fire flicker 
and dance, enjoying its warmth on his face. Tenderly, the redhead stroked his boyfriend's hair. 


"You scared me up there, kid. | never, ever want anything to happen to you." 
"| know." 
"| love you, Stone." 


He turned to look up at Nate's face. With a soft smile, Stone replied, "I love you, too." 


He had fallen asleep like that, soothed by Nate's soft touch and exhausted from the day's events. Nate bundled 
him up in his arms and carried him up to the bed. Nate carefully undressed Stone and pulled the thick duvet 
up around him. After undressing himself, the older man climbed in beside Stone, who sleepily opened one eye. 
"Kiss me." 

Nate gently pushed a lock of hair off of Stone's forehead and pressed a small kiss right above the stitches. 
"No, here." He pointed at his own mouth. 

"There?" Nate teased. 


"Yes!" 


Sliding a hand around the back of Stone's neck, Nate slowly drew him closer and gave him his mouth, lips 
melded together as their tongues lightly brushed against each other. As the kiss deepened, Stone slowly slid his 
body on top of his lover's. 

"Make love to me." He whispered. 


"| can't. You're injured" Nate chided, even as his hands slipped down to cup Stone's ass. 


"Not that injured!" 


